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You'll hardly believe your eyes when you see these exciting 
subjects "come to life" in the breath-taking realism of full color, > 

THREE dimensions! See favorite Cowboy Stars, Cartoon 
Characters and many other subjects in true three dimension 

Kodachrome photographs. Stereo pictures are mounted in sturdy 
seven-scene Reels for use in View-Master Stereoscopes and 
Projectors, Over 400 fascinating subjects available. 
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STEREOSCOPIC PICTURES 




f OR THOSE WHO RESIST 
T>JERE fS THE LIVING DEATH OF 
THE CONCENTRATION CAMPf 
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i-i cmit watch any more ! 
5wana jr. has taken over. the • 
whole territory i he's an 
absolute dictator who 
owhs everything '. 



HOW CAN THIS BE HAPPENING 
— -IN THE LAND OF FREEDOM i 
AND OEfAOCRACY ? YET I CAN'T 
5TOP SIVANA JRi HE'S GOT 
THE LEGAL RIGHT TO DO 
ANYTHING HE WANTS IN 
HIS OWN TERRITORY ' 




Swift moments later-- | ™ E *Jg[ L BE 

WAY TO STOP HIM I MAVBE I'LL FIND SOME- , 
THING HERE IN THE LI BRAKY OP CONGRESS . 




(3APTAIN MARVEL OR- REAPS THROUGH OFFICIAL 
DOCUMENTS -THAT WOULD TAKE AN ORDINARY 
WAN A LIFETIME TQ 5CAN .' 



HMM ! HERE'S A LETTER- 
SENT EY NAPOLEON BONAPARTE 
TO PRESIDENT JEFFER50N ON 
WAY <■ 1803 . IT'5 JUST WHAT 
I'VE BEEN LOOKING FOPvi . 
IT EXPLAIN & EVERYTHING- 



HAS A SUKPP/SE 
NOVELTY FOR YOU 
IN EVERY BOX / 



Get a Package of 

Cracker Jack Today 

It't tan to find the lurpriat novelty 1a a 
package of Cracker Jack— and it* fun to 
cat thit tatty, cntpy candy-coated popcorn 
with peanuts. Get Cracker Jack at your 
(racer*, at confection counter* and at 



THE MORE YOU EAT . . THE MORE YOU WANT 




CAPTAIN MARVEL JR. 




CAPTAIN MARVEL JR. 

PAYMENT IN PASTE 




THE GIRL from the office at Grt 
Creative Jewelers came into the workshop 
part of the piant and walked up to Ralph 
Stranner's desk. 

"Mr. Grennick wants to see you, Mr. Stran- 
ner," she said. 

The ex-jewel thief got up and followed her. 
He wasn't worried, though he wondered what 
the president of the firm wanted. It had been 
clever, he knew, utilizing his extensive knowl- 
edge of gems to obtain a position with a big 
jewelry firm. That way the police would never 
find him. Secure in his job, Stranner had only 
to wait and plan for a final big strike, one that 
would leave him independent for life. 

In Grennick's plush office, he sat down. The 
president of the firm got down to business. 

"Stranner, you're the cleverest worker wa 
have in making jewelry. Thats why I'm assign- 
ing you to a very particular job." 

Stranner's eyes widened slightly. A special 
job meant special gems as a rule. If he could 
get his hands on enough real gems to make 
a break worthwhile, he'd chance it. 

"Its mainly a construction job," Grennick 
said. He took a sheet of drafting paper from 
an envelope and tossed it across his desk to 
Stranner. On the paper was an artist's draw- 
ing of a large tiara. Stranner studied it. His 
heart beat faster as he read the requirements 
for the gem settings — rubies, emeralds, dia- 
monds. 

"It's a big job, but I don't know whether 
we have stones this large in the safe,** he said. 

"We won't use real stones, Stranner," Gren- 
nick said. "Mrs. Van Stine, the society leader 
who ordered the copy and who owns the origi- 
nal, is tossing a big party. She wants a copy 
made from the drawing, since the original is 
too valuable to risk out of its safe. Mrs. Van 
Stine it probably afraid the original might be 
stolen, so she'll wear the imitation you'll 
make." 

Inside the ex-jewel thief's head cloud cat- 
ties fell with a crash. He got up to go. 

**You have ten days to turn it out, Stranner," 
Grennick said. "And I want you to do the fit- 
ting as well, after it't finished." 

"Certainly, Mr. Grennick," Stranner said, 
hit heart pounding suddenly. He went back to 
his workbench and permitted himself a short. 



low chuckle. It wasn't going to be so bad after 
all. If he were going to fit the fake tiara on 
Mrs. Van Stine, he'd at least get a chance to 
case the safe she kept the original in. After 
that, a brief visit at night and — Stranner rap- 
idly estimated the value of the original tiara 
at two hundred thousand. 

He laid out his tools and phoned to the 
synthetic jewel department. Half an hour later, 
imitation paste jewels of the proper size ar- 
rived, along with strips of imitation gold and 
platinum. Stranner started to work. 

He completed the fake tiara a day sooner 
than he had expected. The task of fitting it 
on Mrs. Van Stine was soon accomplished. 

Mrs. Van Stine proved reluctant, however, 
to allow anyone to see the original. But Stran- 
ner was satisfied, because the wall safe in 
which it was kept was plainly in view in the 
large bedroom in the big house. While the 
ex-jewel thief fussed about the dowager's 
head, he cased the safe with expert eyes. 

He could manage it, he decided, smiling 
secretly behind his polite, deferential mask- 
Not that it would be easy to crack, but Stran- 
ner knew he hadn't built bis past reputation 
for nothing. There wasn't a safe combination 
he couldn't crack with a little care and thought. 
But he'd have to work fast. Mrs. Van Stine's 
party was only three days away. 

When he got back to Grennick's, that after- 
noon, he considered the whole problem. The 
night before the party would be the ideal one, 
he decided. 

Two nights later, at midnight, Stranner ap- 
proached the Van Stine house and grounds. 
Though nearing sixty, he was still spry 
enough to climb the big fence that surrounded 
the house. Dropping over, he noticed that the 
larger part of the house, including the bed- 
room, was in darkness, except for some lights 
in the servants' kitchen and in the drawing 
room. Stranner smiled as he scaled the balcony 
that led to Mrs. Van Stine's bedroom. 

On the balcony be paused, listening (or 
sounds. There weren't any. Then, panting, ha 
inched his way forward on his stomach to the 
French doors. They were slightly open and 
he breathed a sigh of relief. He got up slowly, 
patting the pocket where lay the tools of his 
trade. In the other pocket was the small can 



of chloroform Stranner intended to use on Mrs. 
Van Stine. 

Softly he thrust open the French doors and 
Hepped inside, treading as gently as possible. 
At the bed he got a shock. It was empty. It 
hadn't even been slept in. Probably, he thought, 
Mrs. Van Stine was out to the theater or vis- 
iting somewhere, or maybe downstairs in the 
drawing room. He had no time to lose. 

Stranner moved toward the safe. 

Just then the door to the bedroom creaked 
open. With one noiseless bound the jewel thief 
sprang out of the line of vision. 

A man came into the bedroom, carrying a 
drawn gun. 

Stranner leaned forward, catlike, seized the 
barrel and with a quick, practiced motion, 
pulled the gun out of the other's hand. Then 
he whirled, bringing the butt of the gun down 
on the mans head. With a low groan the other 
sank to the floor. 

The jewel thief paused only an instant, his 
heart thudding in terror. He wondered who 
the intruder was. But time was fleeting. , 
Swiftly he stepped to the safe. It was set into 
the wall above a low dressing table. Stranner 
laid out his small, delicate steel tools on the 
table. He then drew a stethoscope from his 
pocket, adjusted the listening ends to his ears, 
placed the cone end flat against the safe and 
began spinning the combination dial, listening 
for the fall of the tumblers. 

But he heard nothing except the click of the 
dial. 

Frantically Stranner's hand flew to the lever 
of the safe and pulled. He gasped in horror, 
for the door flew open I It had been open all 
the time! 

Behind him, outside in the corridor, foot- 
Heps sounded, padding along the thick run- 
ner. Then the door of the bedroom was flung 
open. Lights crashed on. Stranner staggered 
back against the wall as a detective came in, 
followed by four cops, guns drawn. One of 
the cops bent to the man lying on the floor, 
made sure he was all right. 

"Flannery was right," the cop said. "There 
was somebody up here!" 

Stranner made a pass at the French doors. 
He leaped nimbly past Mike Rathen, the de- 
tective, but Rathen was even faster. In sec- 



onds, Stranner was back against the wall, 
breathing heavily. 

It took only a few minutes of questioning 
for Rathen to find out who Stranner was. The 
detective shook his head dubiously. 

"But I didn't steal the real tiara!" Stranner 
protested. "I didn't even steal the phony one!" 

Rathen reached into the safe and pulled out 
a tiara. 

"This one you made is the only tiara there 
is, Stranner," he said, grimly. 

"What — what do you mean?" The jewel 
thief stammered. "Where is Mrs, Van Stine?" 

Rathen chuckled, "On the lam, somewhere, 
with a hundred and fifty thousand bucks she 
borrowed on the strength of the tiara. We'll 
grab her, of course. She's too big to escape 
notice." 

"But — but," continued Stranner helplessly. 
"What about the tiara? What did she want 
it made for?" 

"Just to give the man from the loan com- 
pany a flash of it in the safe. She sold the 
original, as we found out, years ago in Europe. 
Of course the loan people didn't know that— 
and neither did you. She just used a phony 
party as an excuse to have the phony tiara 
made. She already had the drawing. It was 
probably made by the guy«who designed the 
original tiara thirty years ago." 




TRANNER groaned. Rathen looked at him 

whimsically. 



"This afternoon the old battle-axe disap- 
peared. That's why we got here a couple of 
hours ago. Our expert opened the safe for 
clues. There was only the tiara and a book 
of bank stubs. She wrote out a final check on 
the money the loan company had deposited, 
cashed it and beat it!" The detective eyed him 
coldly. 

So that was why Mrs. Van Stine was touchy 
about showing anybody the original. Stranner 
groaned again. There was none! 

'•Well, after all, it was only a phony tiara," 
Stranner said hopefully. 

"They have laws about that kind of steal- 
ing, too," the detective said. "And they put 
people in jail for it." 

Stranner sighed. It might be for a long time, 
he knew. 

THE END 



